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that I uſed to think myſelf too inconſiderable 
ever to merit his notice or eſteem. However 


5 


(iv ) 
puns me to hich in 0 mon] cageay , at 
Teaſt, tho? nat in a poeticiſ pac Tg e — 
of 1 preſſing 


and deſired his 

doubt that, tho? T deũgn d it for the I yet 
unleſs its novelty recommend it, I was 
afraid it would not bear a public repreſencati- 


ca ang therebure had nat alferes it to the ac- 
cors. 


1 his, 1 received the fullowing 


inſtance of Mr. Pope's good nature and hu- 


manity. 


SIX, r - 17327 

Was very * to read your piece, and 
do freely tell you, 1 like it, as far as my 
particular 42 Whether it has ac- 
enough to e on the ſtage, I doubt: 
mg ws. day 5 pi on. Bea} 
by the reader. I will do more than you aſk 
me; „ If he 
Can it to uitable re en- 
r lie vo 
he will give you a benefit night; and 1 ſincere- 
Iy wiſh «may Tad any way t your ab 
or — mans 

ſhip i ao iſle. 


4 am, &c. 
' A. POPE. 
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(v) 
He was as good as his word, he recommend- 


ed itto Mr. Rich; by bis intereſt it was 
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Mr. Chapman; 
Mr. Bridgewatey, 
Mr. Wignell. 
Mr. Hallam. 
Mr. Hale. 
Mr. Neale. 
Mr. James. 


Mr. Hippifh, 
w OE x. | 


? Mrs. Bullock. 
. - Mrs. Norſa. 

Mrs. Mullart. 

4 Mrs. Binks. 


zva nen 
rene. 2 


1 Ls. Ne, : I have heard of the man, indeed: 


hun malt mitts. he'd $a very impertinent, filly fellow. 
Gent. That's becauſc he ſometimes tells them of 


me of my faults if they did not concern him. 
Sent. Yes, madam. But people that | 
no exceptions. . And really, tho ſome 
impertinent, in my opinion he's very 


him take 
think him 


entertaining. 
2 La. Pray, who is this man you're talking of? 1 


never heard of him. 

— Gen.” He's ove who has ately fer up a Toy-Shop, 
madam, and is perhaps, the moſt extraordinary perfog 
in his way that ever was heard of, He © a gong] 
_—_— yet not rude nor ill-natur'd. He has got a 
ng upon every trifle he ſells, and will 
Eb 
— — Nove 11 


1 La. Is t he-eras'd.? 20 
; Gear, Madam he may he cal'd vi, but be 
r 2 one t ah 
2 La. Methinks 1 mould be glad to fee him. 7 
Cent. I dare ſay you will be very much diverted: 
2 464 x CON 
Par pazuicularly acquainted with bim. 
6A Er. — — ſhall we go? 
_ A CO —— — 
trer v ſatisfy wy, curioſity I don t care if I do. 4 
„Cent. I believe the coach is at the door. 
2E. 1 hope he won't affront us. ld fate 
Gent. He won't deſignedly, I'm ſure, madam. 
(Excunt. 
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to the Tov-Snor. The maſter 
d the counter, looking over his books, 
MAS TER. 


ETHINKS I have had « tolerable good day of it 
Mere A gold watch fiveandthirty - - 
Guincas Let me fee —— what 
did that watch ſtand me in ?-—where i® exother 
it ? O hene—Jemt to lady Baſſet cigh- backwards 
teen guinens upon her gold wach. Ay, and -for- 
the died and deer redeem'dihn—— wards. 
A ſet of old china, fire of ad 
old cloaths-man for five lings. Right —A carious 
—ů OY — of a 
fiſher-boy for a hali-· penoy. i had vffer's 
— no body would have bought it. 
Well, wack the whim) err ad fly 
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The Tor-Suvr. 9 
&f mankind: 1 believe from theſe childiſh toys and 
gilded baubles, 1 Hall pick up a comfortable mainten- 
ance. For really, as it is a trifling age, ſo nothing but 
triſles ate valued in ii. Men read none but trifling au- 
Mors. purſuc none but trifling amuſcments, and 


way. Honelly is become a trifle, conſcience a trifle, 
> ae—_ — wx 


| Any che Grathdnch aud the cud Ladies; . £ 
—_ Sir your humble ſervant, Im an 
you. 
. Gent. Sir, am yours. 3 tive Rough you foe 
cuſtomers here. 2 
Maft. You are very good fr what do you pleaſe o 
want, ladies ? 


1 La. Pleaſe to want! people ſeldom pleaſe „ 


want any thing Sir. 

Maſt. O dear madam, yes 3 I always * 
people come into a Toy "Shop, it maſt be for ſomething 
they pleaſe to want. 


. 2 La. Here's a maghty pretty looking-glaſ: prays 
fir, what's the price of it? 


„ Maſt. This looking-glifs, madam, l 


all England. In this glaſs, a coquet may ſee her va« 


nity; and a prude 


her hypocriſy. Some ſine ladies may 


e (x00 2590 Wed GAIT | 


and more wit than good nature. 
+ 1 La. LA. ] He begins already. 


Maſt. If a beau was to buy this glaſs, and bes 


ocftly imo it, he might ſee his folly almoſt as ſoon as 


a4 


= 
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owns generolity in it, nor others their charizy, yet it 
is a very clear glaſs. Some fine gentlemen may not ſee 
their good manners in it perhaps, nor ſome perſons 
their religion, yet it is.a very clear glaſs. In ſhort 
tho every one that paſſes for a maid ſhould wor happen 
822 
glaſs, you know for ale. 

2 Lo. Yes, fr;.but 1 &t not aſt you the yiewes 
of it, 1 aſked you the price. 
Ma. e 
dam, in order to prevent your ſerupling the price, which 
i; five guincas, end for is exuacrdiacry « giuld, "in wy 

is but a trifle. 
2 Ls. Lord I'm afraid to look init, wechsle, leſt 


+ This box, — phce, eve 
being the * 


* « very lade eigen had been * 


Far ery a courtier may depoſite his ſincerity, a 
lawyer may ſcrew up his honeſty, „ 


Sent. Ha, ha, ha, 1 will make » preſent of u to 


nature of rr 


in pretending 10 tell you what to be fare you abe as 


madam. Yet would you think it, in this | 


5 FREUENSE OE ggg rg 


X & 


ITE 


in'd ! well, itisafign human 


Enter a third Lady. 


[Abde.] Lintle dogs | my fiars! how sg 
e arc 


long ſermon, it's no wonder if they do. 


17 


11 THe 


3 La. Pray, Sir, let me look on ſome of your little 


dogs. 
Ke * 
ty 


- 23 
than a 


text, - perhays, but mind the ſermon no more” than if 


1 ' Th TorcSnor 

converſation is grown very low and inſipid, whilſt that 
of dogs and monkies is preferr'd to it. 

: Maſt. Here are very beautiful dogs, madam, theſe 
dogs, when they were alive were ſome of them the great- 
eſt dogs of their age, I don't mean the but 
dogs of the greateſt quality and merit. | 


1 L. Ile a dog of merit dearly ; wn porke 6 


dog af honout too, I wonder. 

Mat. Here's a dog now that never ext but upon plas 
or china, nor ſet his foot but upon a carpet or a cuſhion. 
Here's one'tos, this dog beloog'd to a lady of as great 
beauty and fortune as any in England; he was her moſt 
intimate friend and particular favourite; and 

that account has received more com , more re- 
ſpeR, and more addreſſes than a firſt mihiſter of ſtate! 
Here's another which was doubtleſs,” à dog of ſingulat 
worth and great importance ; fince at his death one of 
the greateſt families of the kingdom were all in tears, 
received no we (for the ſpace of a week, bur ſhut 
themſelves up and mourn'd their lofs with inconſolaþlc 
forrow, This dog while he liv'd, either for contempt 
<f hib perſon, acgie& of his buſineſs, or ſaucy imper- 
tinent behaviour in their attendance on him, had the 
honaur of turning away above thirty ſervants. He died 
at Jaſt of a cold caught by r 
ins x damp room, for which te loſt her place, her 
wages, and her charaQtey. 

7 3.0. 0che cxctefaaicted wrench 1- Tatts 
her try'd for murther at leaſt. This is juſt my cafe! 
waar mn aa + nyt o Drduere.- 
contain. Lucy, bting in the box. b 


{Here her maid enters and delivers o box, from wich 

the lady pulls cut a dead dog, kiff it, 
—* re forow, Ki 
cim ad 5 
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burftr out a laughing, and cries, ſhe little thinks Ipoi- 
. fon'd it. 


o 1 have Joſt, the deareſt friend in the world } fee ! 
fee tha! chanming nana, here hies dead ! its predi-. 
aus life is gone ! Oh, my dear Chloe ! no more wilt 
thou lie hugg'd in my warm boſom ! no more will. 
that Fwect rongue lick o'er my face, nor that dear 
mouth cat dainty bits from mine. Oh death, what haſt 

thou rob'd me of ? 


* U 2 to diſplay your fol · 


madam, 
A. Fr, ; moderate your grief ; you 


3 La. Oh! - 4% father, mother, ſon, 
to m7 dunremtme ine !--No, no, I cannot live with- 
out the ſight of his dear image; and if you cannot 
make me the exact effigics of this poor dead creature, 
god cover it, with bis own dear ſkin, fo nicely that it 
cannot. be diſcern d, I muſt never hope to ſee one hap- 
py day in life. | 
Maft. Well, madam, be comforted, I will do it to 

ſatisfaction. [Taking the der. 
3 La. Let me have one look more. Poor creature ! 
oh cruel fate, that dogs were born to die. [ Exit weeping. 

Gent, What a ſcene is here ! are not the real and 
unavoidable evils of life ſufficient, that people thus 
create. themſelves imaginary woes ? | 
Maft. Theſe, fir, are the griefs of thaſe who hare 
no other. Did they once truly feel the real miſcries of 
life, ten thouſand dogs might die without a tear. 


Enter a ſecond gentleman, 
2 Gent. I want an ivory pocket - bock. 


Maſt. r or 
with? 


- 2 Cent. DireQions'! whai; how to ? 11 
B 


1:4 The Por: Sho 
Maß. Yes, Sr. "xk 
2 Gent, I ſhould think every man's own bifltcks is 


beſt Qion. 
"Mp." Yi way be l. vet there are fome general. 
rules — ir equally behoves every man to be ac- 
teck with. As for jnftance, always to make a me- 
fandun? of tlie benefits you receive from others. 
Always to fet down the faults or failings, which from 
time to time you diſcover in your ſelf, And, if you re- 
mark any thing that is ridiculous or fauky in others, 
wet ill-natur'd defign to hurt or ex- 
— any time, but with a Nota bene, that 
is only fos 2 kd 6 yourſelf, not to be guilty of 
. es other rules of fuch a na- 
pure as makes one of my pocket-books both an uſeful 
monitor, and a very entertaining companion. 
. And pray, what's the price of one of them ? 
Maß. The price is a Guinea, Sir. 


| — That's very dear. But as tis a curioſity— 
7 [Pays for it, ——— 
Enter a Bear. 


. i Pray, Sir, he pee he — 
3 
Mas. Here's a plain gold one, fir, a very neat box: 
kere's a gold enamelled; here's a filver one neatly 
carv'd and gilt; here's a curious ſhell, Sir, ſet in gold. 
Beau. Damn your ſhells ; there's not one of them 
fir for a gentleman to put his fingers into. I want one 
with ſome pretty device on the inſide of the lid; ſome- 
thing that may ſerve to joke upon, or help one to an 
occaſion to be witty, that is ſmutty, now and then. 
_— And are witty and ſmutty then ſynonimous 
dorms ba 

Beau. o dear fir, yes; a little decent ſmut is the 
very life of all converfation. 'Tis the wit of drawing- 


2 pax 2 
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rooms, aſſemblies and tea - tables; tis the ſmart rail - 
lery of fine gentlemen, and the innocent freedom of 
fine ladies; tis a double entendre, at which the co- 
quet laughs, the prude looks grave, the modeſt bluſh, 
but all are ed with. 

Maft. That it is the wit and entertainment of all 


eonverſation, {thclicye, fir, may poſſibly be a miſtake. 
'Tis true, thaſe who tre ſo rude as to uſe it in all con- 


mean? I would have you think, 1 know good ſenſe as 
well as any man. Good ſenſe is a true a right — 
a——a——a——Damn it, I ſcorn to be fo pedantie 
as to make definitions 3 but I. can invent a cramp oath, 
Sir; drink a ſmutty health, Sir, ridicule. prieſts, laugh 
at all religion; and make, ſach a grave prig as you lou 


Mal. l cam hone fuck £ 
dicule, and lock epos its author with an eye of guy 
and contempt. And I take this 16 be good ſenſe. : 
ä damn d hypocriſy and aſfec- 
tation; nothing elf, e, nothing elſe. (Exit. - 
= — — 1 
are a 
. IIENS ms. 
: And, for that reaſon 1 can't forbear affroming chem, 
| whenever they, fall in wy way. . -0 ape. the lycier wil 
excuſe ſuch behaviour in their preſcace. 
2 L. Indeed, Sir, 1 with we'had always fomebody 
to treat, them — x; 
twould be much more agreeable than their impertigence. 
| B 2 
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Eater @ young Gentleman. 
— 12.989999 a ths 


Nia. Then tis not for yourſelf, 72 
3 Gent. No. 
ze Aweddiag-ring, 1 preface. 
- $3 Gent, No, Sir; I'thank you-kindly; ** 
1 never defign to play with. es — 
of goods in your whole People are per- 
— om themſelves a miſchief wich it. They 
hang themſelves faſt together firſt, and afterwards are 
ready to hang themſelves ſeparatcly, to get looſe again. 
1 La. 3 W 
if chis 


children; we can then lay dowh one toy aud take up 
another, and pleaſe ourſelves with variety; but grow- 


beating bes a eint of war ; 3 atop 
© ought do why for his exerciſe ; for like ät, 
the is beſt when laſh'd to a ſleep; a hobby-horſc for 
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I think it comes to about a guinea. 


i 


* 


to be ſure. 
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Site # fourth Lady, _ 


Gent, 1 ſuppoſe you have ſaid ſomerhing which her 


The Tor- Sor 
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20 De Tor-$ x 09.) 
would likewiſe have raiſed wo his norezery'© lefling me 


nument of fame and honour. 
0. M. Humph 


! Ys very trvc 5 but very <dd chat 
ſuch ſerĩous ware ſhould be the commodity of a Toy- 
—_ (A.) Well, Sir, - aaa. wank 
theſe extraordinary ſpectacles? 

Maft. Half a crown. 
0. M. There's your money. .- 1 .. (Wal. 
Enter a Fourth young Gentleman. 

4 Gent. I want a pair of ſeales. a 
Maff. You ſhall have them, Sir. 
4 Gent. Are they exactly true? 
Mafs. The very emblem of juſtice, Sir; abr wil 
turn them. - (Ballancing the ſcales. 
4 Gent. I would have them true, for they muſt de- 
terwine ſome very nice ſtatĩeal experiments. 
Maft. Tn engage they ſhall jaſtly determine the 
in ſtaticks, 1 have'try'd them my- 
felf in ſome uncommon ſabje&s, and have prov'd their 


I have taken a large handful of great men's 
and put into one end; and lo! the breath 
of a fly in the other has kicked up the beam. I have 
feen four peacock's feathers, and the four gold clocks 


in lord Tawdry's ſtockings, 


librio. 


to each other: 2 
Darn 
train of good good nature will preponderate againſt an ounce 
"of wit; a heart full of virtue, againſt a bead full of 
Hearviog ; and a rhimble full of content againſt a cheſt 
alt of gold. 
2 Bae. | This wult be 5 very Den bree, 1 
ey. 
Maft. it would be erich tb ese en the ex- 
that might be made in cheſe feules j but there 


Vie Ter -S uo. 21 


i dne which ercry man ought to be apptiz'd of; and 
that is, that a moderate fortune, enjoy d with content. 
freedom and independency, will turn the ſcales againſt 
whatever can be put in the other end. 

Gent. Well, this is a branch of ſtaticks, which 1 
malt own, I had but little thought of entering into. 
However I begin to be perſuaded, that to know the 
True ſpecifick gravity of this kind oſ ſubjecta, is of in- 
. ct ay ce edi 
in the univerſe. $7.8. 

Mat. It is indeed. And that yoo may not want 
-encouragement to proceed in ſo uſeful a ſtudy, I will 
let you have the ſcales for ten ſhillings. If you make 
« cght aſs af Gan; thay will he wargk more Ow 
than ten thouſand pounds. . 

© 2 & Gent. 4 confeſs L aw dreck with the deapty and 
aſchulneſa of this kind of moral flaticks, and I believe 
4 mall wpply'myſelf xo make experiments with great de- 
light. There's. your money, fir : you ſhall bear. ſhort- 
Jy what: diſcoverics I make ; dan. am 


20. M. Sr, A underſtand co — 

Have. you any ching in your ſhop, at preſcut, than's 
and curious ? | 

Maſs. Yes, fir, I have a green mang Bags 3 but the 
moſt ancient: curioſity I have got, is a ſmall braſsplate 
on which is engrav d the ſpeech which Adam, made 1 
his: wife on their firſt meeting, together wich her an- 
ſwer. The characters, thro' age, are growu unintal- 
ligible ; but for that tis the more to be valued. Whit 
is remarkable in this antient piece is, that Eve's ſpeech 
is about three times as long as her husband's. I have 
2 rams horn, one of thoſe which help'd to blow down 
the walls of Jericho. A lock of: Sampion's h,. tied 


22 The Tor-B nov. 
up in n; ſhred of joſepli's garmem./ 


ple at a very great price. Then I have the tune which 
rr — hrs 


5 * enen enter a filly ume, 18 8 
for ee hes ever cared 20 eee. EL 
Mas. Cloſe cord up in a thumb phial, 1 have 
ſome of the tears which - Alexander wept, becauſe he 
could do no more miſchief, I have a ſfauff-box made 
out of the tub in which liv'd, and took ſnuff 
at all the world. I have the net in which Vulcan caught 
his ſpouſe and her gallant; but our modern wives are 


. atv @odſin cis didn 
theſe many . 
1 9 — as, 


inload of 
—— he meat cunting. (-464> To the Jadies. 
us. 1 have the pitch-pipe ef 'Gizceluis the Ro- 


man orator, who being apt in diſpute, to: raiſe his voice 
zoo high, by touching a cenain Coft note io this pipes, | 


would regulate and keep it in a moderate Key: 
2 La. Such a pipe as that, H/ is cui be heard, 
would be 4 I0S ether pub- 
Heb places of dellare- and mabdern-dipartaiin. . 
Ct. Yes, madam, and i believe many's 


oy ine ee J 


impreſſion upon the auditory nerves. [ 
i coffee.houſe ſometimes, for the ſpace of 


half an hour, and amuagh hat is generally called the 


:"With-Jereral o- 
thee Jewiſh antiquities, which —— 


would be glad of ſuch a regplanes of Gr valer in dip 
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deſt without hearing a ſiagle word. u @ 
diſpute too, when I. could perceive, by the cager mo- 
tions of both parties, that they made the greateſt noiſe, 
I have enjoyed the moſt profound filence. It is a very 
uſeful thing to haue bout one, either at church, play- 
houſe, or Weſtminiter-ball ; at all which places  raſt 


Lite 
Peel 


4 


£8 


tify wem. 


2 0. M. Well, Camas nk ante 


the hd ? 7 no- 


your ſhop? 
. Maſe. O yes, fir ! I have a pretty ſouif-box here 3 


2 The TGT *$fjo x; : 


en the infide of the lid, do you ſec, is a nan of three» 
ſeore and ten acting the loser, and hunting like z boy 

after gewgaws and trifles, to pleaſe a girl with. 
20. M. Meaning we, Stef do you danger me, fit? 
Ap}. if you takeit to yourſelf, fir, I can't help it; 
20. M; Aud ren 
to be laugud at? * 
Maß. Why, really i yransthd gravy ds anke 
childiſhneſs very ridiculous, I can't help owning. 
However, I am very forry I have none of thoſe curĩdus 
. 
horſes and rattles if you pleaſe. 3 
2 0. M. By all he chars of Abwinns, 7 will ce- 
vengs Gs allbeart one 7H (Exit. 
* Gent, Ha! ha! ha! how | i 


*. No, no, fir; ed cee 1 ink 66> 
quired by this rough kind of fncerity avd plain-dealng, 
doge ther with the whimſical humour of moralizing u 
every trifle 1 ſell; are the things, which, by 
people's curiolity, Furniſh me with all my cuſtomers :' 
dad it is only fooh and coxcombs 1 am fs free with. 5 


1 La. And, in my opinion, you are in the right of 
ie. Folly and impertinence ought always to be the ob- 
jefts of fine and ridicule. 

Cent. Nay, upon ſecond thoughts, I don't know but 
this odd turn of mind, which you have given 
may not only be entertaining to ſeveral of your cuſtom- 
ers, but perhaps, very much ſo to yourſelf. , 

Mafe. Vaſtly ſo, fir. It very often helps me to ſpe- 
culations infinitely agreeable. — greg 
— — —U—u— of, 
an ion of the grand theatre of the 
world, When 1 fee a fool come in here, and throw 


,D S 82. 


Fd 


mango monnag mmcicng _ 
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away fe x vandred pines for vi, what's wo | 1 
_ really worth. a ſhilling, 1 am ſurpriz'd.. But when I 1 
r 443 
'd away. for gil gilt. coaches and equipage ; an e- 1 
— dr a title ; and an eaſy freedom in retirement 4 
for a ſervile attendance in a crowd; when I ſee health ö 
with eagerneſs exchanged for diſcaſes, and happineſs, 4 
for. a game at hazard; my wonder ceaſes. Surely 
the world is a great toy-ſhop, and all its inhabitants 
run mad for rattles. Nay even the very uiſeſt | 
of ,us, .. howexer we may flatter ourſelves, have | 
ſome falling or weakneſs, ſome toy or trifle, that we 
are ridiculouſly fond of. Yet, ſo very partial are we 4 
to our own dear ſelves, that we overlook thoſe miſ- 
1 carriages in our own conduct, which we loudly ex- 
"chim againſt in that of others; and, tho the ſame 
fool's turbant' fits us all. 
Ten fay that I, I ſay that you are he, 
Aud each mes faicers, « The cap's not made for me, 
wy Ha ! ha! tis very true indeed. But I ima- 
gine now you begin to think it time to ſhut up ſhop. 
Ladies, do you want any thing elſe ? 
1 La. No, E think not--if you pleaſe to put up that 
looking-glaſs and the perſpeRive, 1 will pay you for them. 
Gent. Well, madam, how do you like this whim- 
fical humouriſt 
„ La. Why, really, in'my opinion, the man's as 
22 4 


op. % 
Gent. He is ſo, indeed. 

In this gay, thoughtleſt age, he's found a way, 

In trifling things juſt morals to convey ; 

"Tis his at once to pleaſe, and to reform, 

And give old ſatire a new power to charm. 

Ard, would you guile your lives and actiont right, 

Think on the maxims y2u have heard to-night. 


EPILOGUE: 


WII beav'n he prais d, this „ 


mon's done ; 


| ( For faith aur author might have call'd i it one ** 


J wonder who the devil he thought to 6 & 


1: this a time o day for things like theſe ? 

Good ſenſe and honeſt ſatire now offend ; 

We're grown too wiſe to learn, too proud to mend. 
And fo divinely wrapt in ſongs and tunes, 

The next wiſe age will all be—fidlers ſons, 


Aud did be think plain truth wou'd favour find ? 


* 


. And, tho' they dan t approve, 


Ah ! *tis a fign be little knows mankind! 


To pleaſe, be ought to have a ſong or dance, 
The tune from Htaly, the caper France: 
_ Theſe, theſe might charm——But hope to do t it ſenſe ! 


Alas ! alas ! how vain is the pretence! _ 

But tho' we told him, faith, till never 8. 
Pho! never fear he cry d, the grave, "tis new: 
The whim, perhaps, may pleaſe, if nat the wit. 


they may permit. 
If neither this nor that will intercede, 


- Submiffive bend, and thus for pardon plead, 


& Te gen 'rous few, to you our antier far, 


% His firſt efſay with candour to 


% *T has faults, he owns, but if they are but fuel, 
15 | He babes your kind applanſe will bide then all. 


2D 


— 
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EPISTLES 


POEMS 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


An Epiſtle to Me. POPE, occaſion d by his Eſſay 
on Man. 


REAT bard! in whom united we admire, 
The ſage's wiſdom, and the poet's fire : 
And whom at once the great and good commend, 
A ſafe companion and a uſeful friend. 
'T was thus the muſe her eager flight began, 
Ardent to fg the poet and the man: 
But truth in verſe is clad too like @ lie: 
And you, at: leaft, would think it flattery: 
Hating the thought, I check my forward ftrain, 
J change my fimile, and thus began again, 

As when ſome ſtudent ſirſt with curious eye, 
Thro' nature's: wond'rous frame attempts to pry : 
His doubtful reaſon ſeeming faults furpriſe, . 
He aſks, if this be jult ? if this be wiſe ? 

c ai? at 


| 4 
RE tempeſts, earthquakes, virwe — 


And vice unpuniſh'd, with ſtrange thoughts @ 
Till thinking on, unclouded by degrees, 2 
His mind is open, fair is all he ſces; 


Storms, tempeſts, earthquakes, virtue s ragged plight, 


And vice's triumph, are all juſt and right: 
Beauty is found, and order, and delign, © 
And the whole ſcheme acknowledg'd all divine. 
So when at firſt I view'd thy wond'rous plan, 
Leading thro' all the winding maze of man; 
Bewilder'd, weak, unable to purſue, 
My pride would fain have laid the fault on you. 
This falſe, chat ill-expreſt, this thought not good, 
And all was wrong which I miſunderſtood. 
But reading more attentive, ſoon 1 found, 
The diCtion nervous, and the dodtine ſound. 
Saw man, a part of that ſtu whole, 
« Ihoſe body nature is, and God the foul” ; 
Saw in the ſcale of things his middle Rate. 
And all his powers adapted juſt to that. 


And ſtill the more I read, admire thee more. 
This fimile drawn out, I now began 

To think of forming ſome deſign or plan, 

To aid my muſe, and guide her ond ring lay, 

When ſudden to my mind came boneft G AT. 

For form or method I no more contend, 

But firive to copy that ingenious friend : * 

Like hin to catch my thoughts juſt as they roſe —» 

And thus I caught them, laughing at thy foes. 
Where are you now ye cnticks, ſhall I ſay ? 

Or owls, who ſicken at this god of day? 

What ! mighty ſcriblers, will you let him go 

Uncenſur'd, unabus'd, — 


1 bis ſiſt epiſtle. 
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(: 29.) 
Step forth ſome great diſtinguiſh'd' dating dunce, 
Write but one page, you filence him at once : 
Write without fear; you will, you mult ſacoeed 3 
He-cannot nſwer—for he will not read. 
Here pans'd the muſo alas, the jade is bit, 
She fain would copy CAT, but wwithts his wit. 
She paus'd indeed——broke e ur he had done, 
Wrote four wnmeaning liner, and then went on. 
Ye wits, and fools; ye Iidercines and — 
Come upon the foe your joint complaints. 
Firſt, you who oft with wiſdom too refin'd, 
Can cenſure and direct the Eternal Mind, 
Ingenioas wits, who modeſtly pretend 
This bungling frame, the univerſe, to mend: 
How can you bear, in your great reaſon's ſpight, 
To hear him prove, Whatever is, is right f” 
Alas! how eaſy to confute the ſong ! 
If all is right, how came your heads fo wrong? 
"And come, ye ſolemn fools, a numerous band, 
Who read, and read, but never undt cſtand, wh 
Pronounce it nonſenſe——Can't you prove it too ? 
Good faith, my friends, it may be. ſo to you. 
Come too, ye libertines, who luſt for power, 
Or wealth, or fame, or greatheſs, or a whore ; 
All who true ſenſual happineſs adhere to, 
And laugh him ont of this old-faſhion'd virtue: 
Virtue, where he has whimſically plac's 
Your only bliſs how odd is ſome men's taſte ! 
And come, ye ri 


Who boaſt yourſelves right holy, juſt, and pure; 
Come, and with pious zeal the lines decry, 
Which gave your proud hypocriſy the lie: 
Which own the beſt have failings, not a few ; 
And prove the worſt, ſometimes, as good as you. 
V har ! ſhall he taior ſuch perfect ſouls with ill : 
C 3 a 


— 


('39 )) 

Shal! ſors not place their bliſs in what they will? 
Nor fools be fools ? Nor wits ſublime deſcend 
In charity to heaven its works to mend ? 
Laughs he at theſe ?—'Tis monſtrous. To be plain, 
I'd have you write—He can but laugh again. 

Here lifting up my head, furpriz'd, 1 ſee 
Cloſe at my elbow, flattering vanity. | 
From her ſaſt whiſpers ſoon I found it came. 
That I ſuppor'd myſelf not one of them. 
Alas ! how eafily ourſelves we ſooth ! 
J fear, in juſtice, he muſt laugh at both. 

For vanity alaſb d up to my rt 
Steps honeſt truth, and theſe harſh words I hear; 
** Forbear, vain bard, like them forbear thy lays : 
*« Alife to Pepe ſuch cenſure, and ſuch praiſe. 
Mor that can fink, nor this exalt his name, 
** Who owes to virtue, and bimſelſ, his fame. 


MODERN REASONING: 
An ErrsTLE to Mr. I 


CE comes it, L—, that ev'ry fool, 

In reaſon's ſpite, in ſpite of ridicule, 
Fondly his own wild whims fer truth maintains, 
And all the blind deluded world difdains ; 
Himſelf the only perſon bleſt with fight, 

And his opinion the great rule of right ? 

"Tis ſtrange, from folly this conceit ſhould riſe, 
That want of ſenſe ſhould make us think we're wiſe; 
Yet ſo it is. The moſt egregious elf | 
Thinks none ſo wiſe or witty as himſelf. 

Who nothing knows, will all things comprehend ; 
And who can leaſt confute, will moſt contend. 
I love the man, I love him from my ſoul, 


EF 


Whom neither weakneſs blinds, nor whims controul 3 


With learning bleft, with ſolid reaſon fraught, 
Who ſlowly thinks, and ponders every thought; 
Yet conſcious to himfelf how apt to err, 
Suggeſts his notions with a modeſt fear ; 
Hears every reaſon, every paſkon hides, 
Debates with calmneſs, and with care- decides ; 
More pleas'd to learn, than eager to confute, 
Not victory, but truth his ſole purſuit. 

But theſc are very rare. How happy he 
Who taſtes ſuch converſe, L—, with thee ! 
Each ſocial hour is ſpent in joys ſublime, 
Whilſt hand in hand o'er learning's alps-you climb; 
Throꝰ reaſon's paths in ſcarch of truth proceed, 
And clear the flow'ry 'way from every weed ; 

*THl from her ancient cavern rais d to light, 
The beauteous ſtranger ſtands reveal'd to ſight. 
How far from this the furious noiſy crew, 
Who, what they once. aſſert, with zeal purſue ? 
Theip greater” right infer from louder tongues ; 
And ſtrength of argument from ſtrength of lungs. 
Inſtead of ſenſe, who ſtun your ears with ſound, 
And think they conquer, when they but confound. 
Taurus, a bellowing champion, ſtorms and ſwears, 
And drives his argument thro* both your ears; 
And whether truth or falſhood, right or wrong, 


Tis ſtill maintain'd, and prov'd by diat of—topgue 3; 


In all diſputes he bravely wins the day, 
No wander——for he hears not what you ſay. 
— to tire the car's ſufficient, curſe, 

To tire one's patience is a plague ſtill worſe. 

Prato, a format ſage, debates with care, 

A ftrong oppanent, take him up who dare. 

He looks ſo wiſe——'tis pity be's a fool. 

If he aſſerts, tho' what no man can doubt, 


| t '32 )) 

He'l bring ten thouſand proofs to make it out. 

This, this and this—is fo, and fo, and ſo! | 

And therefore, chreſore——that, and tht, you know, 

Circles no angles have; a fquare has four: 

A ſquare's no: circle therefore to be ſure. 

The ſam of Prato's wond*rom wiſdom is, ö 

This is not that, and therefore that not this. 
Oppos d to him, but much the greater dunce, 

Is he who throws all knowledge off at once. 

The firſt, for every trifle will contend ; 

But this has no opinions to defend. 

In fire no heat, no ſweetneſs in the roſe, 

The man impos'd on by his very noſe: 

The world's a dream, ani! all his ſenſes fe. 

He thinks, yet doubts if he's poſſeſs of thought 

Nay, even doubts his very power to doubt. 

| Aſk him if he's $ 2man, a beaſt, or bird; 

'Tis ſtrange, ſo plain a poidt's ſo hardto prove 3 

3 1 4 1 
Another elaſs of diſputants they 

Wane wn fo —ů OR 

Theſe are your wanderers, who from the point 

Run wild in looſc harangues, all out of joint. 

Vagarius, and conſute him if you can, 

Wm hold debate with any mortal man. 

He roves from Geneſis to Revelations, 

And quite confourdds you with divine 

—— — 

And by that knowledge loſt the tree of life ; 

He contradicts you, and in half an hour 

rn 

Nor head nor tail his argument aſfords, 

A jumbling, incoherent maſs of words; 
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Without connection, that their ſenſe is loſt. 

But leaving theſe to rove, and thoſc to doubt, 

Another clan alarms us, face abaut : 

Sec, arm'd with grave authority they come, 

And with great names and numbers ſtrike us dumb, 
With theſe an error venerable appears, | 
For having been believ'd three thouſand years. 
Reaſon, nay common ſenſe, to names muſt fall, 
And ſtrength of argument's no ſtrength at all. 
But on my, miiſc, tho' multitudes oppoſe us, 
Alas! truth is not prov'd by counting noſes ; 

Nor fear, tho” antient ſages are ſubjoin'd ; 

A lic's a be, tho” told by all mankind. 

Tis true, I love the antients— but what then 2 
Plato and Ariſtotle were but men. 

I grant em wiſe—the viſeſt diſagree, 
And therefore no ſufficient guides for me. 

An error, tho' by half the world eſpous d, 

Is ſtill an error, and may be oppos d; 

And truth, tho much from mortal eyes conccal'd, 
Is ſtill the truth, and may be more reveal d. 

How fooliſh then will look your mighty wiſe, 
Should half their ip/e dixtis prove plain lics ! 

But on, my another tribe demands 
Thy cenſure yet; nor ſhould they 'ſcape thy hands. 
Theſe are the paſhonate, who in diſpute, 
Demand ſubmiſſion, monarchs abſolute. 
Sole judges, in their own conceit, of wit, 
They damn all thoſe for fools that won't ſubmit, 

Sir Teſty (thwart fir Teſty if you dare 

Swears there's inhabitants in every ſtar. 

If you preſume to ſay this may'nt be true, 

You lie, fir, you're a fool and blockhead too. 
What he aſſerts, if any disbelieve, 

How folks can be ſo dull he can't conceive. 

He knows he's right ; 3 — 


( 34 ) 


Bat men are ſo perverſe they will not hear. 
With him, Swift trades a dull trite beaten way 3 
In Young no wit, no humour ſmiles in Gay; 
Nor truth, nor virtue, Pope, adorns the page; 
And Thompſon's Liberty corrupts the age. 
This to deny, if any dare preſume, "x 
Fool, coxebinb, ſot, and puppy fill the room: oh 
Hillario, who full well this humour knows, | 
Reſolv'd one day his folly to expoſe. $4 

Kindly invites him with ſome friends to dine, 

And entertains em with a roaſt Sir-loin: 

Of this he knew fir Teſty could not car, 

And purpoſely prepar'd it for his treat. 

The reſt begin Sir Teſty, pray fall to 

You love roaſt beef, fir, come know you do. 

« Excuſe me fir, tis what I never cat.” 

How, fir, not love roaſt beef! the king of meat! 

« Tis true indeed.” Indeed it is not true; 

I love it, fir, and you mult love it too. 
% J can't upon my word.” Then you're a fool, 

And don't know what's good eating, by my ſoul. 

Not love roaſt beef !—Come, come, firs, fill his plate, 
I'll make him love it—fir,—G—d ye, cat.” 

Sir Teſty, finding what it was they meant. 
Roſe in a paſſion, and away he went. 


—_— 


To the Dutcheſt of Portland on her marriage, 


AME now has ſounded far and wide, 
That beauteous Harley the fair ba. 

Of generous Portland is to ſhine, 

And heay'a approves the great deſign. 

All joy attend the happy pair ! 

O muſe, thy choiceſt ſong 

At once thy juſt devoirs to pay, 


( 6:35; ) 
And aid the mirth of that great day. 
But what to ſay ?—1 can't p 


« ** A pretty © indeed ! 

* Is Harley's daughter to be wed ; 
And can no handſome thing be ſaid ? 
A ſharp ud juſt reproof, I own ; 

But tell me What is to be done? 
She ſhines above our higheſt praiſe, 
Yet ſhuns the juſteſt, bumbleſt lays ; 
And that's ſo very odd, you know, 
A poet knows not what to do. 
I cou'd ; tis true, on this occaſion, 


Mount up to heaven, as tis the faſhion; 


Venus in beauty, Pallas wit : 

A thouſand pretty things run o'er, 
Each ſaid a thouſand times before: 
With all the graces fill my ſtrains, 
And then—be laugh'd at for my pains, 
No, no; ſuch common-place forbear, 
There's no occaſion for it here; 
Here truth in plain and modeſt words, 
The fineſt character affords ; 

And juſt to print her as ſhe is, 

Will be the faireſt, lovelieſt piece. 
But I. forbear I dare not try 
Jet giye me live to propheſy. 

« If beauty, without affectation, 

« A teniper void of heat or paſſion; 
c If modeſty with ſweetneſs join'd, 
« Not over-fond, yet ever kind ; 

« A lively wit, a judgment clear; 

« A ſoul good-natur'd and fincere ; 
« A breaſt with tendereſt paſſions warm, 
« And every modeſt art to charm ; 
« If theſe are bleſſings in a wife, 

% Portland is bleſt; is bleſt for life. 
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Ars. Pearſe s ; ſlutation to ber garden in the 
country. KCL _— 3 
WIC 6 fair ſcene; welcome thou tore 


Poon Ge en dating aroce. | 
Here let me walk, or in this fragrant bower, | 
Wrap'd in calm thought 1 each flecting hour. 
My ſoul, while men bee fealk mine” i, 
To nature's God contemplative ſhall riſe. GG. 
What are ye now, ye glittering, vain delights, ' 
Which waſte our days, af 16d 26 of car alghes 2 : 
What your allurements ? what your fancy'd joys? 
Dreſs, equipage, and ſhow, and pomp, and noiſe. - 
Alas ! how taſteleſs theſe, how low, how mean, 
To the calm pleaſures of this rural ſcene ! 5 
Come then; ye ſhades, —— InLond 
Encloſe the fond admirer of your charms ;' 
Come then, ye bowers, receie your jogfal gueſt, 
Glad to retire, and in retirement bleſt ; 
Come, ye fair flow'rs, 2 
Come, little birds, your warbling ſongs repeat. 
And O deſcend, to ſweeten all the reſt, - | 
Soft-ſmiling peace, in white rob'd-virtue dreſt;' | 
Content unenvious, caſe with freedom join d; 
And contemplation calm, with truth rea d:: 
Deion but in this fair ſcene with me to dwell, 
All noiſe and nonfenſe, pomp and ſhow farewell. 
And ſee! O ſee ! the heav'n born train 
Fix thea, my heart; thy happineſs is here. 


* * 
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To my lord Beauchamp, with a collection of 
Stories. 


_— my lord, theſe virtuous tales, 
Adapted to your age ; 

Virtue in noble minds prevails, 
And carly will engage. 

As time, with * Dalton's care combin'd, 
With ſtrength your mind endues 

Sublimer thoughts will entrance find, 
And more extended views. 

Theſe little tales which once you priz d, 
As triflcs then thrown by, 

Will lie forgotten, or deſpis d; 
Alas! and ſhall not 1? 


a. 


Kitty. A Paſtoral. 


ENEATH a cool ſhade, by the fide of a ſtream, 
Thus breath'd a fond ſhepherd, his Kitty his 
| (theme : 
Thy beauties comparing, my deareſt, ſaid he, 
There's nothing in nature fo loycly as thee. 
II. 
Thoꝰ diſtance divides us, I view thy dear face, 
And wander in tranſport o'er every grace; 
Now, now I behold thee, ſweet ſmiling and pretty, 
O Gods! you've made nothing ſo fair as my Kitty! 
III. Fade 
Come, lovely idea, come fill my fond arms, | 
And whilſt in ſoft rapture I gaze on thy charms, 
The beautiful objects which round me ariſe, 
Shall yield to thoſe beauties that live in thine eyes. 
D. 


* vid. An epiſtle to a young nobleman. 
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Now Flora the meads and the groves docs adorn, 
With flowers and bloſſoms on every thorn ; 
But look on my Kitty !—there ſweetly does blow 
A ſpring of more beauties than Flora can ſhow. 

V. 
Sec, ſee how that roſe there adorns the gay buſh, 
And proud of its colour, wou'd vie with her bluſh, 
Vain boaſter! thy beauties ſhall quickly decay, 
She bluſhes——and ſee how it withers away. 

| VI. 

Obſerve that fair lilly, the pride of the vale, 
In whiteneſs unrival'd, now droop and look palc. 
It ſickens, and changes its beautiful hue, 
And bows down its head in ſubmiſſion to you. 

VII. 
The Zephyrs that fan me beneath the cool ſhade, 
When panting with heat on the I am laid, 
Are leſs grateful and ſweet than the heavenly air 


| vin. 
I hear the gay lark, as ſhe mounts in the ſkies, 


How ſweet are her notes ! how "108 her voice! 


Go dwell in the air, little warbler, go 
I have muſic Enough while my Kitty's * below. 
IX. 
With pleaſure I watch the induſtrious bee, 
Extracting her ſweets from each flower and tree; 
Ah fools! thus to labour to keep you alive; 
Fly, 1 ker ge, and at once fill your hive. 
X. 
See there, on the top of that oak, how the deves 
Sit brooding each other, and cooing their loves: 
Our loves are thus tender, thus mutual our joy, 
When folded on each other's boſom we lic. 


That breathes from her lips when ſhe whiſpers---y dear. 
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It glads me to ſee how *. 3 young lambs 

Are fondled, and cheriſh d, and lov'd by their dams : 

The lambs are leſs pretty, my dcareſt, than thee ; 

Their dams are leſs fond, nor ſo tender as me. 
XII. 

As I gaze on the river that ſmoothly glides by, 

Thus even and ſweet is her temper, I cry; 

Thus clear is her mind, thus calm and ſcrene, 

And virtue, like gems, at the bottom are ſcen. 
XIII. 

Here various flowers ſtill paint the gay ſcene, 

And as ſome fade and die, others bud and look green; 

The charms of my Kitty are conſtant as they; 

Her virtues will bloom as her beauties decay. 
XIV. 

But in vain I compare her, here's nothing fo. bright, 

And darkneſs approaches to hinder my fight : 

To bed I will haſten, and there all her charms, 

In ſofter ideas, I'll bring to my arms. 


— SN 9 . 0 
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On Good and N. Nature. 
To Mr. POPE. +, 


N virtue's cauſe to draw a daring pen, 
Defend the good, encounter wicked men: 
Freely to praiſe the virtues of the few, 
And boldly cenſure the degenerate crew : 
To ſcorn with equal juſtice, to deride 
The poor man's worth, or ſooth the great one's pride : 
All this was once good-nature thought, not ill ; 
Nay, ſome there are ſo odd to think fo ſtill. 
Old-faſhion'd ſouls ! your men of modern taſte, 
Are with new virtue, new politeneſs grac'd. 
D 2 


4. 
Good naturc now has chang'd her honeſt face, 
For {miling flattery, compliment, grimace : 
Fool grins at fool, each coxcomb owns his brother, 
And thieves and ſharpers compliment each other. 
To ſuch extent good-nature now is ſyrcad, 
To be ſincere is monſtrouſly ill bred: 
An equal brow to all is now the vogue, 
And complaiſance goes round from rogue to rogue. 
If this be good tis gloriouſly true, 
The moſt ill-natur'd man alive, is YOU. - 


* 


Religion. A Simile. 


. often drawn to make a ſtop, 
And gaze upon a picture · ſhop. 
There have I ſeen (as who that tarries 
Has not the fame ?) a head that varies ; 
And as in diff rent views expos'd, 

A different figure is diſclos d. 

This way a fool's head is expreſs'd, 
Whoſe very count'nance is a jeſt ; 
Such as were formerly at court, 

Kept to make wiſer people ſport. 

Turn it another way, you'll have 

A face ridiculouſly grave, 

Something betwixt the fool and knave. 
Again, but alter the poſition, 

You're frighted with the apparition : 

A hideous threatening Gorgon head 
Appears, enough to fright the dead. 
But place it in its proper light, 

A lovely face accolts the fight ; 

Our eyes are charm'd with every feature ; 
We own the whole a beautcous creature. 


( 4r ) 

Thus true religion fares. For when 
By filly, or deſigning men, 
In falſe or fooliſh lights tis plac'd, 
'Tis made a bugbear, or a jeſt. 
Here by a ſet of men tis thought 
A ſcheme by politicians wrought, 
To ſtrengthen and eoforce the law, 
And keep the vulgar more in awe : 
And theſe, to ſhew ſublimer parts, 
Cait all religion from their hearts ; 
Brand all its vot'ries as the tools 
Of prieſts, and politicians fools. 

Some view it in another light, 

Leſs wicked, but as fooliſh quite : 
And theſe are ſuch as blindly place it 
In ſuperſtitions that diſgrace it ; 
And think the effence of it lies 
In ccremonious fooleries : 
In points of faith and ſpeculation, 
Which tend to nothing but vexation. 
With theſe it is aheinous crime 
To cough or ſpit inſermon time; 
| 'Tis worſe to whiſtle on a Sunday, 

| | Than cheat their neighbours on a Monday : oY 

To dine without firſt ſaying grace, is 
Enough to loſe in heaven their places : 
But goodneſs, honeſty and virtue, 
Are what they've not the leaſt regard to. 
| Others there are, and not a few, 
Who place it in the bugbear view ! 
Think it conſiſts in ſtrange ſeverities; | 
In faſtings, weepings, and auſterities. | 
Falſe notions their weak minds poſſeſs, *' 
Of faith, and grace, and hohnels? 
And as the Lord's of purer eyes | 
Than to behold iniquinics ; 


( 42 ) 

They think, unleſs they're pure and ſpotleſs, 
All their endeavours will be bootleſs, 
And dreadful furies In Acternum, 
la unconſuming fires will burn em: 

But, O how happy are the few, 
Who place it in its proper view ! 
To theſe its ſhines divinely bright, 
No clouds obſcure its native light ;__ il 
Truth ſtamps conviction in the R 
All doubts and fears are left behind. 5 
And pcace and joy at once an entrance find. 


T he Cave of Pope. A Prophecy. 


HEN dark oblivion in her fable cloak TE) 
Shall wrap the names of heroes and of kings ; 
And their high deeds ſubmitting to the ſtroke | 
Of time, ſhall fall amongſt forgotten things; 
Then (for the muſe that diſtant day can ſee) 
On Thames's bank the ſtranger ſhall arrive, 
With curious wiſh thy ſacred grott to ſee, 
. &. 
4 poſterity, from age cob 
With pious hand the ruin repair: 
some good old man, to each enquiring ſage 
Pointing the place, ſhall cry, The bard liv'd were, 
Whoſe ſong was muſic to the liſtening ear, 
Yet taught audacious vice and folly, ſhame ; 
Eaſy his manners, but his life ſevere ; 3: 4540 
His word along gave infamy, or fame, 
Sequeſter'd from the, fool, and coxcomb vi, - * 
| = 0. 7-.y--pop des ; 
'T was here he flept infpir'd, , or fate and wit, 
Here with his friends the ſocial glaſs went ad. 
With awful vcneration ſhall they trace 
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with thy cane linie 
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The ſteps which thou fo long before haſt trod; 
With reverend wonder view the folemn place, 

From whence thy genius ſoar'd to nature's God. 
Then, ſome ſmall gem, or moſs, or ſhining ore, 
Departing, each ſhall pilfer, in fond hope 
To pleaſe their friends, on every diſtant ſhore, 

Boakling 2 relick from the cave of Pope. 
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e "The Pg of Love. 
A SONG. 


Eneath the myrtle's ſecret ſhade, 
When Delia bleſt my eyes : 
At firſt I view d the lovely maid 
In filent ſoft ſurprize. 
With trembling voice, and anxious mind 
I ſoftly whiſper'd love ; 
She bluſh'd a ſmile ſo ſweetly kiad, 
Did all my fears remove. 
Her lovely yielding form 1 preſt, 
Sweet maddening kiſſes ſtole: : 
As ſoon her ſwimming eyes coafeſt 
The wiſhes of her ſoul : 
In wild tumultuous bliſs, I cry d, 
O Delia now be kind ! 
She preſt me cloſe, md nad allah... © 
To melting joys relign'd. *- 141 ͤ 
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AN's a poor deluded bubble, 5 
Wand' ring in a miſt of lies, rt tu 1h 
Seeing falſe, or ſeeing double, 4 
Who wou'd truſt to ſuch weak eyes ? 


Let preſumiog on his ſenſes, 


— 
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There are no women he, 1 


(( :44 )) 
* * moſt wond'rous wiſe: 


truth, believes pretences 3 | 


Tine lives and dies. 
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| ſecond volume of Biſhop Burnet's biffory. 


NE Per !——and is this, this all the fame 


The poet frum ur hiftorian"can claim 


No ; Prior's verſe "poſterity. ſhall quote, 
When ene abate werden 


An EPIGRAM.. 
I ES Sylvia to a revetend Dean, 


R 
C What reaſon can be given, ; 
Since marriage is a holy thing, 


That there are none in heaven ? 
yd ;- 


She quick returns the j 


Women there are, but 1 h 
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Sopply the boned eder, fle. 
F 7 N TI 9. 


— by the words one Prior, in the 
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